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Summary 


James, who tried for days and weeks and months to get Tommy to call him ‘dad,’ marches 
into the bare circle before the Alpha’s thrones. Tommy hasn’t been here since he was 
‘adopted.’ 


As if he’d ever accept these fuckers as his pack, especially after they took him from Wilbur. 
Wilbur is all the pack Tommy ever needed, all the pack Tommy will ever have. Fuck the rest 
of these assholes. 


“My pack took in this pup from the goodness of our hearts,” James, the fucking liar begins. 
“As you can see, he’s feral. We cannot control him, we have tried to be patient and 
understanding—” 


“The records don’t indicate that the pup was feral when you adopted him,” Philza says, 
flipping through a few papers idly. 


“He...wasn’t...” 


“We did our best!” Liar. “We simply weren’t prepared for the...needs, of the pup. We found 
him wandering, we only wanted to help him.” 


“A lone pup? Of his age? Wandering around and you didn’t think he would be feral?” 
Tommy wasn’t fucking alone! He was with his pack, he was with Wilbur. 
They took him from Wilbur. 


They took Wilbur from him. 


Notes 


PROMPT: 

Dialogue: “silly thing” 
Whump: Betrayal 
Duo: Bedrock Bros 
AU: Werewolf 


another prompt wheel! This one is actually a mini series, I got a few prompts that I put 
together in one AU. I don't feel like doing a bunch of tags so I'm just gonna stick the two 
oneshots I've got in one fic. 


The backstory for this universe is that Tommy and Wilbur lost their pack Somehow, idk how, 
doesn't matter, they were wandering around looking for a new pack and they found one! Only 
they just wanted cute little Tommy. Wilbur agreed to leave if they'd take in Tommy, and he 
didn't tell Tommy about it because he knew it wouldn't go down well. He ended up going 
feral, because werewolves need to have a pack, and somehow wound up at the palace and 
Phil and Techno weren't gonna turn down a free son. Honestly he's probably only been 
mostly not completely feral and able to shift for a couple weeks tops when this takes place. 
Tommy did his absolute best to be a goddamn nightmare child and he succeeded in getting 
himself un-adopted, which is where we are now. 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Chapter 1 


At long fucking last, Tommy has won. It doesn’t really feel like winning, right now, with his 
scruff firmly held, his legs dangling. 


But he’s finally getting away from these fuckers, so he’s not too upset about the scruffing. He 
doesn’t let it stop him from growling at them, of course, because he’s not giving a fucking 
inch to these bitches, even now. 


James, who tried for days and weeks and months to get Tommy to call him ‘dad,’ marches 
into the bare circle before the Alpha’s thrones. Tommy hasn’t been here since he was 
‘adopted.’ 


As if he’d ever accept these fuckers as his pack, especially after they took him from Wilbur. 
Wilbur is all the pack Tommy ever needed, all the pack Tommy will ever have. Fuck the rest 
of these assholes. 


Even after the begging, and pleading, and bonding attempt after bonding attempt, he has no 
pack. His head aches sometimes, raw at the edges where the bond with Wilbur snapped and 
nothing replaced it. A wound that Tommy won’t allow to scab over. 


Tommy’s eyes find the Alphas’, they’re actually here, this time, they hadn’t been when 
Tommy was ‘adopted,’ but apparently him getting kicked out is worth their attention. He 
curls his lip at them. 


Fuck them too. Fuck them for letting this stupid fucking adoption happen without Wilbur 
there. Fuck them for letting these assholes kick Wilbur out and try to keep Tommy away from 
him. 


They’d said Wilbur left of his own accord, but Tommy isn’t a fucking idiot. He knows Wilbur 
would never leave him. Ever. 


The Alphas don’t look impressed, with him or with James. 


The one on the right, he’s a big bastard, all Alpha’s tend to be, of course, but he’s a really 
fucking big one. That one has to be Technoblade, Tommy’s heard about him. His wolf form is 
the size of a fucking horse. 


Maybe Tommy’s not-family will piss him off enough that he tears them to shreds, that would 
be great. 


The other Alpha isn’t as big, average sized, but he’s got a reputation for being just as 
dangerous as Technoblade. You don’t get called “The Angel of Death” for fucking nothing. 
It’s certainly a better name than Philza, though. 


He’s the one who speaks up. “Why have you brought this pup before us?” 


James bows his head, respectfully looking away from the Alphas. Tommy stares right into the 
fucker’s eyes. He’s a pup, what the fuck are they gonna do? Fucking nothing. 


“My pack took in this pup from the goodness of our hearts,” James, the fucking /iar begins. 


Tommy snarls as loudly as he can, clawing at the air and twisting his head to snap at the 
fucker’s hand. If he weren’t stuck in shift right now he’d fucking ¢e// the goddamn Alphas 
what fucking happened. 


Unfortunately, James isn’t interested in playing fair. He keeps hold of Tommy’s scruff and 
keeps talking. “We even adopted him, initiated him into the heart of our Pack, but he—“ 


Tommy manages to turn his head far enough, it strains his neck and hurts like fuck, but he 
doesn’t care. He closes his teeth on a tiny bit of skin on James’s knuckle. 


He hisses, nearly losing his grip, nearly dropping Tommy, but he catches himself, adjusting 
his grip so Tommy can’t reach anymore. 


Bitch. 


“As you can see,” he says, “he’s feral. We cannot control him, we have tried to be patient and 
understanding—” 


Tommy tries turning his head around the other way, snarling and growling as loudly as he 
can. Fucking patience and understanding. 


Fuck him! 
Fuck all of them! 


“Perhaps,” Technoblade rumbles, “You would find him less feral if you put him down.” 
There’s a deep fucking growl layered under his words, stern enough that even Tommy freezes 
for a moment. 


Only a moment, but he still freezes. 
This fucker means business. 


Somehow, James scrapes up enough spine to not immediately drop Tommy. “I—if I release 
him he’ll run away.” 


Philza raises an eyebrow. 


The silence is thick, judgmental, Tommy growls softly. Damn fucking straight if this fucker 
puts him down he’s leaving. None of these bitches have any right to decide what happens to 
him. None of them are his pack. 


Only Wilbur is his pack. 


The ragged end of the bond aches. 


“There’s nowhere he can go,” Technoblade finally rumbles. “He’ll be safe here.” 
Something about that feels a bit pointed. 


But Tommy is lowered to the ground, at least. He thrashes the moment his paws touch the 
cool stone. He has enough leverage that he can score another hit on the fingers holding his 
scruff, and then he’s free to the tune of a hissed curse behind him. 


He darts away, turning when he’s safely out of arm’s reach to snarl at all of the assholes 
gathered around him. Fuck them, fuck all of them. 


Technoblade was right, though. There’s nowhere to go. The doors are all firmly shut, the only 
way out is the skylight above where the moon gleams down on them. It’s way too high for 
him to reach, though. 


Damn it. 


Tommy warily backs further away. The Alphas are watching him, their eyes intent. His tail 
clamps to his stomach, his hackles bristling. Fuck them. Fuck them and their fucking eyes. 


He growls, and they turn away. 
Ha! Take that shit! 


“The records don’t indicate that the pup was feral when you adopted him,” Philza says, 
flipping through a few papers idly. 


“He...wasn’t...” 
The Alphas somehow manage to look even more unimpressed. “I see,” Philza. 


“We did our best!” Liar. “We simply weren’t prepared for the...needs, of the pup. We found 
him wandering, we only wanted to help him.” 


“A lone pup? Of his age? Wandering around and you didn t think he would be feral?” 
Tommy wasn t fucking alone! He was with his pack, he was with Wilbur. 

He snarls as ferociously as he can manage. Fuck them, fuck them all! He wants Wilbur. 
They took him from Wilbur. 

They took Wilbur from him 


The Alphas turn to him. “Do you have something you’d like to say?” Technoblade rumbles, 
and it doesn’t—it doesn’t sound sarcastic, or angry. It sounds genuine. 


“He’s feral,” James says, “We could never establish a bond—* 


Philza shoots the fucker a Jook and his jaw snaps shut with a click. 


“Tf you can shift,” Technoblade rumbles, “we would hear you.” 
Tommy— 


Well. He—he could shift, if he really wanted to, he’s pretty sure. He just hasn’t wanted to, is 
all. 


But now he should, he should tell these fuckers about the stupid pack that sent Wilbur away, 
about how they took Tommy from him. 


So he should shift. 
It’s just that— 


Tommy reaches for the magic, but it slips through his fingers, He tries again but the same 
thing happens. 


Alright, well— 

He reaches deep, pulls at the well deep inside himself—and grasps nothing. 
A whimper. 

It takes Tommy a moment to realize it came from himself. 

The Alphas frown. “That’s alright mate,” Philza says, “you don’t have to.” 


But Tommy wants to. He wants to tell them about Wilbur, about how this stupid fucking pack 
sent him away, about how Tommy needs to get back to him. He claws for the magic again. 
He needs to tell them, they’re the Alphas, surely they’1l know how to find Wilbur. 


Surely. 

But Tommy needs to be human, needs to speak. 
He snatches a hint of the magic and he pulls. 

It hurts. 


Fuck it hurts. Shifting has never hurt before, but it does this time. He yelps and whines, 
releasing the magic. 


“Hey, hey, don’t force it,” Technoblade says, actually coming down from his throne towards 
Tommy. Tommy growls at him, stumbling away, his paws slipping on the polished stone. 


Technoblade kneels down. “Come here.” 
Tommy holds his ground, his head low, his tail plastered to his stomach. 


Technoblade holds out a hand, waiting with seemingly infinite patience. Tommy still doesn’t 
move. 


He’s not fucking going up to that fucker. He’s—well. Tommy supposes there isn’t really 
anything wrong with him. He hasn’t done anything, it’s just that he’s gotten so used to 
avoiding hands, to snapping and snarling when they come near him. 


“C’mon,” Technoblade says. “I won’t hurt you.” 
Tommy knows that. But still— 
“Pup—” James sighs. 


Tommy rounds on him with a snarl, snapping his teeth on the air. Fuck him! Why the fuck 
does he think he gets to act all put upon? He’s the fucking one who took Wilbur! 


“Leave him be,” Technoblade commands sternly. “Let him come at his own pace.” 
Tommy’s eyes snap back to him. 

He’s almost glaring at the bastard. 

Well, good. 


Tommy slinks a step closer. Another. If this fucker is at least going to be on his side, maybe 
he Tommy can at least meet him in the middle or whatever. 


Technoblade turns his head back to Tommy, and Tommy freezes. 
“Hey,” he says surprisingly gently. “You’re alright.” 
Tommy tenses as he reaches out, growling low in his throat. 


“Don’t growl at me, silly thing,” Technoblade chides, “I’m not gonna hurt you.” He curls a 
hand under Tommy’s chest, lifting his paws off the floor. 


Tommy snarls again, struggling for a moment, before he’s tucked to Technoblade’s chest. 
It’s...nice, and Tommy can’t help but quiet down a bit. 


It’s been a long time since he was held like this. His “new family” gave up on it after he kept 
biting them, and he didn’t like it when they did it anyway. 


It’s been months and months since Wilbur was last there to hold him. 


“There, see? You’re alright,” Technoblade murmurs, stroking Tommy’s ears. Then, more 
sternly. “On to you.” 


He turns to James, and Tommy huddles closer. 
Before Technoblade can say anything, though, there’s a knock from the door. 
“Sir?” a voice calls. “The prince is awake.” 


“Send him in,” Philza says. 


Technoblade turns, and Tommy is facing the door when it opens. 
Tommy is facing the door when Wilbur comes through it. 


He looks—he looks fine. He looks good. He’s wearing fancy clothes, like the Alphas, his 
cheeks are full, his hair is gleaming, there aren’t dark bags under his eyes. 


Tommy almost doesn’t recognize him. 


He could almost convince himself that it was somebody else. Some other boy who looks like 
Wilbur. 


“Wilbur,” Philza says, his voice warm, holding out an arm to welcome Wilbur close. Wilbur 
goes, padding across the room to tuck himself under Philza’s arm. ““We were expecting you to 
sleep for a bit longer, we didn’t mean to leave you.” 


Wilbur’s shoulders hunch. “It was fine,” he mutters, looking away and shrugging in the way 
Tommy knows means he doesn’t want to admit he was upset. 


“We’re almost finished,” Technoblade says, and it draws Wilbur’s eyes to him. 
To Tommy. 

The world seems to hold its breath. 

“Tommy?” Wilbur breathes. 


Tommy doesn’t move, he can’t. He’s frozen, unable to so much as twitch. Like a deer, 
watching a hunter. 


“Tommy,” Wilbur repeats, louder. He takes a step away from Philza. Philza lets him go, his 
face confused, concerned. “Tommy,” Wilbur says again, his arms reaching out, his hands 
reaching up. 


Tommy doesn’t know what to do. 

Tommy can’t do anything. He can’t think, he can’t breathe. 
Wilbur is here. 

Wilbur is here. In the Palace. 


Wilbur’s hand brushes Tommy’s cheek. Tommy has spent a month training himself to do one 
thing when touched. 


He whips his head around and closes his jaws around Wilbur’s fingers just as the bond snaps 
back into place. 


The world unfreezes, the numbness vanishes. Wilbur cries out, clutching his hand close, 
bright red blood pouring down from his fingers. Technoblade is stepping back, his grip 


tightening around Tommy’s body. 


Wilbur hurts, he’s shocked, scared, he missed Tommy but if he missed Tommy then why 
didn’t he come back for him? 


Tommy snarls, thrashing, biting, until Technoblade grabs his muzzle. There are shouts, 
Wilbur is sobbing, Philza is coming down from his throne, James is babbling something 
about Tommy not knowing better and fuck him, fuck him! 


Tommy writhes and snarls. 
“Enough!” Technoblade booms. 
Tommy freezes. Everyone freezes. 
Philza is hugging Wilbur. 

Wilbur. 


Wilbur who was gone, Wilbur who /eft Tommy with James and the rest of that fucking pack. 
Was he not lying this entire time? Was he telling the truth? 


Did Wilbur abandon him? 

He can’t have, he—he wouldn’t. 

He wouldn t. 

But he’s here, dressed in fancy clothes, getting his hand looked at by The Alpha. 
Tommy whines. 

He doesn’t—he doesn’t understand. 

Wilbur is crying, he’s not even /ooking at Tommy— 


The bond is stretched thin, fragile after being strained, snapped, and then forced back into 
place, it hurts. This isn’t the way it was supposed to happen, this was never supposed to 
happen. They were never supposed to be apart. 


“Everyone calm down,” Technoblade says, his voice rumbling against Tommy’s ear. “You, 
shut up.” 


James, who had started to open his mouth, shuts it with a snap. 
“Wilbur, are you okay?” 
Wilbur doesn’t answer, he stares down at his hand blankly. 


“Hey,” Philza says, pausing in wrapping it to cup Wilbur’s cheek. “Will, are you okay?” 


“T want—I need to—* 


“T know, I know mate,” Philza says, pulling him closer, massasing the back of his neck. “I’m 
sorry but we need someone who can talk, you can shift in just a second, just—we don’t know 
what’s going on here.” 


“Tommy—* Wilbur manages to gasp out. He pulls away from Phil’s touch, wrapping his 
arms around his stomach like he’s trying not to throw up. 


“Your little brother,” Philza says, “your pack.” 


Wilbur nods frantically, he’s breathing faster, like he’s been running. Their bond strains, 
aches at the sorrow, the pain, the confusion. 


Wilbur left him, Tommy tries to hold onto the anger but Wilbur— He whines. He missed 
Wilbur. 


“Shh, shh, it’s okay. Breathe, Wilbur, breathe.” 


“Your packmate,” Techno says, “who was taken in by a pack, that wouldn’t take you.” He 
turns slowly, his voice dipping lower and lower as he looks to James. 


“I—* James says, but he stops himself. 
Technoblade rumbles deep in his throat. 
“Pup,” Philza says. “Is Wilbur right? Are you his packmate“ 


Tommy whines. He doesn’t—He can’t do anything but nod. What are they going to do? He 
bit Wilbur, and now he—he feels really bad about it. But— 


Wilbur left him. 
Didn’t he? 
It’s so confusing. 


“Tommy,” Wilbur sobs, and he’s reaching out again, and Tommy—Tommy’s mad, but he 
missed Wilbur. He whimpers and strains towards him, wiggling in Technoblade’s arms. 


“Easy, easy,” Technoblade says, kneeling down and finally letting Tommy go. 
He runs for Wilbur. 


Wilbur is shifting before he’s even halfway across the distance, and he’s in wolf form by the 
time Tommy crashes into him. 


Tommy isn’t big enough to bowl him over, but Wilbur still goes down, and they’ re twisting 
around each other, trying to mingle their scents, licking each other’s fur, whimpering and 
barking. 


Wilbur smells different now, smells wrong. He smells like Technoblade and Philza and fancy 
soap, not like Tommy and the road. He’s not bony, his coat is sleek and soft. 


He’s changed so much. 
Tommy missed him. 


With both of them shifted, the bond settles a little, less strained, less aching. Neither of them 
try to use it to speak, their emotions mingle, sorrow for sorrow, apology for apology, anger 
for—Wilbur isn’t angry. He’s guilty, and Tommy— 


Tommy doesn’t know what to do. 
Wilbur left him. 


Distantly, he can hear Technoblade and Philza talking to James, they sound angry, accusing. 
Tommy spares a moment to hope that they tear him apart, but he doesn’t really care. As long 
as he and Wilbur are together. 


They can leave these fuckers behind. Go back to the road, things can be normal again. 
Nobody to tell them what to do, nobody trying to horn in on their pack. It’ll be perfect. 


“You’re in luck. I will accept the dissolution of your adoption. Take him away,” Technoblade 
snarls, and James is yelling, begging, loud enough that Tommy and Wilbur stop and watch as 
he’s dragged away. 

Tommy snorts. 

Good. 

Fuck that guy. 


But with James gone, Philza and Technoblade are turning to them. Philza kneels down and 
holds out a hand. 


And Wilbur—wWilbur is getting up, 1s /eaving. 
Tommy barks, snarls at Phil. What the fuck?! 


“Easy pup,” Technoblade says, and he’s kneeling down too, sitting on the floor next to Phil. 
“It’s okay. We’ve got you now.” He holds out a hand like he thinks Tommy is going to trot 
right over to it. “Welcome to the pack, little one.” 


Fucking what?! 


Chapter 2 


Chapter Notes 


The greatest battle: Getting Tommy to eat his veggies 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


“T still see a lot of green on that plate,” Technoblade says. 


Tommy snarls, hunching his shoulders and putting an arm between his plate and 
Technoblade. 


“Tommy,” Wilbur hisses. Wary, uncertain, be careful drifts across the still-strained bond 
between them. “Just—* 


Tommy snaps his teeth at him and shoves anger, annoyance, defiance back. He’s not just 
doing what they say, he’s tired of doing what they say. He’s tired of Technoblade and Philza, 
and their stupid pack, and their stupid rules, and their stupid warnings, and their stupid 
everything . He hates them! 


“Tommy,” Philza starts. 


Tommy is gonna tear his fucking throat out if he says one more word. He turns his snarl onto 
him. 


Philza just raises an eyebrow, giving Tommy a look like he expects him to back down or 
some stupid shit like that. 


“Fuck off,” Tommy growls. 


“Pup—* Technoblade decides that this whole thing needs his masterful fucking touch and 
Tommy has had enough. 


“Shut up!” he shrieks, he hates the way his voice goes high instead of deep and scary the way 
he wants it too. He sounds like a dumb pup. “Go away!” 


“Mate, you just need to eat—* 


“T hate you!” Tommy picks up the stupid broccoli and throws it as hard as he can in Philza’s 
face. 


“Tommy!” Wilbur gasps the bond explodes with bad, bad, bad. He tries to grab Tommy but 
Tommy ducks away from him, spilling out of his chair and onto the floor. 


He barely manages to catch himself before he falls on his face, but he does. “Shut up Wilbur! 
I hate them! I hate everyone! ” 


“Alright,” Technoblade says, “it sounds like you’re a bit grump—* 


“T’m not grumpy!” Tommy screams. He lunges for his plate again. His fingers wrap around 
another piece of fucking broccoli. 


Technoblade growls, deep in his chest, and it sounds like an earthquake, and it’s scary and 
Tommy freezes. “If you throw that at me,” Technoblade says, “you’re going into time out.” 


Good. 

Time out is what Tommy wants. Time out gets him away from them. 
“Please,” Wilbur says, “he’s sorry, he’s really sorry, Tommy—*“ 
Tommy isn’t fucking sorry. He looks Technoblade dead in the eye. 


Technoblade tilts his head a tiny bit, the warning look getting more severe, his mouth starts to 
open. 


Tommy throws the broccoli right into this fucking face. 


The world seems to freeze. It feels like all three of them, him, Wilbur, and even Philza, are 
just sitting there, staring, watching the broccoli fall into Technoblade’s lap. There are a 
couple little specks of green still stuck to his face. 


He takes a deep breath. 
“Okay.” 
He stands up. 


“No!” Wilbur screams, he throws himself across the table, and he’s shifting, his paws are 
slipping on the wood, dumping the plates of food, stepping right on Technoblade’s plate as he 
lunges for him with a desperate snarl. 


“Wilbur!” Tommy screams, because he knows, he knows this is bad. Technoblade is huge, 
and Tommy knows he’s a good fighter, he has to be, and Wilbur isn 7. 


Technoblade could kill him. 
And Tommy could lose Wilbur all over again, and there’d be no finding him. 
Fear, fear, fear the bond between them screams just as loud as their voices. 


Technoblade catches Wilbur in his arms, one hand clamping over his muzzle. Wilbur whines 
and thrashes but Technoblade is too strong. He could just squeeze and crush Wilbur and it 
would be all Tommy’s fault. 


A scream lodges in Tommy’s throat. Technoblade turns his head, his white teeth flashing next 
to Wilbur’s dark fur, his voice is too quiet for Tommy to hear over the roaring in his ears. 


Wilbur freezes, and then he shifts, and he’s even smaller, even more helpless in 
Technoblade’s arms. 


Another set of arms wraps around Tommy. He shrieks, half shifting before there’s a hand on 
his scruff, freezing the magic. He cries out, half human wail, half wolfish howl. His lips 
garble Wilbur’s name, his eyes frantically seek him out, his nose doesn’t smell blood but— 


“Tommy!” Wilbur sobs. 


“He’s okay,” Philza says, far too close. Tommy flinches, his claws are still half nails and they 
slide uselessly off Philza’s shirt. He whines anxiously. “You’re both okay,” Philza insists but 
he’s a fucking Jiar. 


They’re both liars. They’re not okay, they’re not pack, they’re horrible, and Tommy will 
always hate them, no matter what they say. 


“This is a lot of trouble for some broccoli,” Technoblade says, his voice dry. 
Tommy snarls at him. 
“You want to take this one?” Technoblade asks, and Wilbur whimpers. 


Tommy growls, as scary as he can but Philza doesn’t even care. He just hushes Tommy 
distractedly. Leave Wilbur alone! Tommy wants to demand, but he can’t talk like this. 


“T don’t mind either way,” Philza is saying. 


“You've been dealing with that one a lot,” Technoblade replies, his voice is so calm, so 
fucking casual. “Give me the bitey one, Wilbur calms down better with you.” 


Despite both their screaming and fighting, they’re traded and now Jommy is stuck in 
Technoblade’s too big, too strong arms. He screams, still half-shifted, unable to speak, unable 
to break free. 


“Shh, you’re fine,” Technoblade says, bouncing Tommy in his arms like he’s a fussy baby. 
“You're just going into time out.” 


Time out? 


Oh, well that’s not nearly as bad. Tommy /ikes timeout because it gets him away from these 
fucks. His former “family” stuck him in timeout all the time, just as desperate to get away 
from him as he was from them. 


Serves the fuckers right, it’s nice that Phil and Technoblade will fall for the same stupid 
tricks. 


Tommy screeches and claws at Technoblade’s arm, just to make sure he gets as much timeout 
as possible. The only downside is that Wilbur won’t be there. Maybe he can get them sent to 
their room so they can plan an escape together! 


The bond is quieting, Wilbur is calming down, letting Phil soothe him. Tommy can feel it 
echoing through the connection. He certainly doesn’t have a bond with either of these 
fuckers, and he’s not gonna but he can still faintly hear them from Wilbur’s side. 


Technoblade steps into the living room and Tommy snarls one last time, ready to get dumped 
in the corner with a stern warning to “stay there and think about what he did” fuck that shit. 
He’s thinking about what he’s doing next time. 


Technoblade...sits on the couch? 
Tommy freezes. 


“There you go,” Technoblade says, shifting his hold on Tommy so he’s almost—cradling 
him. 


Tommy goes stiff, a wary growl bubbling up from his chest. 


“You’re okay,” Technoblade says. “Here, why don’t you finish your shift, one way or the 
other, doesn’t matter, so you’re a bit more comfortable.” 


He lets go of Tommy’s scruff. Is that what he wants? For Tommy to shift? And then he’lI let 
go? 


Tommy narrows his eyes at Technoblade, but he shifts, back to human, because he’s 
definitely going to scream a good bit to extend this little vacation. 


Technoblade smiles at him. “There, that’s better.” His hand lifts towards Tommy’s head. 
Tommy ducks sharply away, nearly bashing his skull on Technoblade’s stupidly broad chest. 


“Fuck off,” he snarls. 
“Easy, I’m not gonna hurt you.” 


His hand is coming closer. Tommy growls, it’s not nearly as intimidating in this form, and he 
almost shifts, but then Technoblade could scruff him and he’s not putting up with that shit 
again. 


Technoblade’s fingers brush Tommy’s hair. Tommy twists and snaps, relishing in the sharp 
sound of his teeth on the air. The only thing that would be better would be if he’d managed to 
actually bite Technoblade. 


“Fucking put me down,” Tommy snarls. “How shit are you at putting people in time out, 
dickhead?” 


Technoblade’s smile takes a distinctly smug edge. “Oh this is time out, pup.” 


What. 


Technoblade’s smile gets broader, his arms tighten around Tommy, holding him closer. “This 
is time out, you get to hang out with me.” 


“No 99 


“You were given the option to finish your vegetables,” Technoblade says, like he’s being 
reasonable. 


“That’s not fair!” Tommy cries, and it’s not, this is not fair, this is stupid and Techno is 
stupid, and he’s—he’s cheating! He raises a fist and beats it against Technoblade’s chest, 
Technoblade can probably barely feel it. It probably hurts Tommy more than him but he 
doesn’t care! “I hate you!” he wails. 


Technoblade only hums, patting his back gently. “I know, you’ve got all those big emotions 
and nowhere for them to go. If you’d let us bond you we could help with that—” 


“Fuck—fuck you,” Tommy says, and to his horror, he starts sobbing. He buries his face in 
Technoblade’s chest because he doesn’t want Technoblade to see. Everything is horrible. 
Tommy wants Wilbur, he wants to go home, he wants their pack, their territory, not all of 
these strangers. 


But their pack is gone. 
Tommy keens. 


Technoblade hums softly, changing from patting to rubbing circles on his back. “There you 
go, just let it out.” 


Tommy hates him. He wants to hurt him. Wants Technoblade to be the one screaming and 
crying. He lunges up and swings his fist at Technoblade’s face. 


Technoblade jerks back. “Hey!” 


Tommy snarls and swings again, but Technoblade just catches his fist, shifting his grip on 
Tommy so he’s practically laying on Technoblade’s arm. “No hitting. That’s another three 
minutes.” 


“No!” Tommy screams. 

“Yes. We don’t hit people, that’s mean.” 
“You’re mean!” 

“T know,” Technoblade says, “I’m the meanest.” 


Tommy sobs, trying to jerk his hand out of Technoblade’s but Technoblade is too strong. 
Tommy screams and kicks and thrashes and fights with all his might but it doesn’t work. 


He slowly falls limp in Technoblade’s arms, and Technoblade rumbles, pulling him up to 
press a kiss to Tommy’s temple. Tommy whines, trying to shove his face away, but his fist is 
still caught in Technoblade’s hand. 


“Are you done now?” Technoblade asks. 
Tommy turns his face away and doesn’t answer. 
“Feel better?” 

Tommy doesn’t respond. 


“Did you fall asleep?” Technoblade asks, and he sounds like he’s /Jaughing. Tommy glares 
fiercely at him and gathers up every last bit of his energy and shifts. 


Technoblade doesn’t even seem surprised. He just grabs Tommy by the scruff. Tommy snarls 
and yelps, but Technoblade doesn’t let him go. 


“No biting,” he says sternly, “‘or I’m adding another three minutes. If you try and run, and it’s 
another three minutes, too.” 


Tommy hates him. He hates him so much but he’s too fired to fight. Too tired to do anything 
but bare his teeth sullenly as Technoblade releases him, setting Tommy down in his lap. 


A massive hand strokes over him and Tommy tenses, curling into a ball and failing to hold 
back a whine. Why did he shift? Technoblade is already bigger than him, but now he’s 
massive. 


“Easy,” Technoblade says, his voice gentle again. “I’m not gonna hurt you pup. We’re gonna 
talk, and then you’re gonna do your time.” 


Tommy doesn’t believe him, but he can’t say that. All he can do is huddle in on himself, nose 
tucked into his paws. 


“Okay,” Technoblade says, “you’ve got two minutes for not eating your veggies, and five 
minutes for throwing food at me and Phil, and then another three for hitting me. That’s ten 
minutes, do you understand why you’re in trouble?” 


Tommy growls softly not quite daring to bare his teeth at Technoblade, but he shows them to 
the couch. 


“You’re in trouble,” Technoblade says, as though Tommy had politely requested to know the 
reasons he was in this bullshit not-time out, “because you need to eat your vegetables, wolves 
may be carnivores, but you are also a human, and humans need veggies. 


“If you don’t like broccoli, we can talk about that, and make it a different way in the future so 
it tastes better, or make something else for you. Throwing a fit, and especially throwing the 
broccoli is not an acceptable response to not liking a vegetable.” 


Tommy didn’t throw the broccoli because he hated it. 


“You’re not in trouble for throwing a fit,” Technoblade says, which isn’t something that 
Tommy’s other ‘new family’ would have. Against his will, Tommy’s right ear twitches up a 
bit. 


“T understand that you’re very small, and you’re very scared, and there’s a lot of big emotions 
going on. In the future, I’d like you to try and take a deep breath and come up with a way to 
manage those feelings, and I’d be happy to help you do it, but I’m not gonna punish you for 
something you aren’t in a good spot to control. 


“However, hitting people is not okay. Even if you’re really mad, you can’t hit people. Phil 
and I will never hit you even if we’re really mad, so return the favor, yeah?” 


Tommy stubbornly stays silent, not looking up at Technoblade. 
“Okay,” Technoblade says. “Well, that’s why you’re in trouble, your ten minutes start now.” 


Tommy is not sitting with him for ten minutes. He feels a little bit less tired, so fuck 
Technoblade, fuck timeout. He snarls and bolts. 


Technoblade catches him before he even hits the ground, tucking Tommy into his arms, scruff 
firmly held in one hand. “That’s another three minutes,” he says calmly. “You’re up to 
thirteen.” 


Tommy howls his frustration. 


Technoblade bundles him close, stroking Tommy’s fur with one thumb. “Those are the rules, 
Tommy, everyone has to follow them. Everyone else ate their veggies and nobody hit anyone. 
Well, Wilbur did but he’s also in time out.” 


Tommy hates him, but he's already tired again, he growls, but he can’t do anything. 
Technoblade shifts, bringing Tommy back down to his lap. “Don’t run off, or you’re getting 
another three minutes,” he warns, releasing Tommy’s scruff. 


Tommy snarls. 
“Them’s the rules, kiddo.” 


Technoblade pets over his head and down his back, steady, even strokes that Tommy can’t 
help but find relaxing. He tries to shake himself awake, but he’s so tired and before he knows 
it, he’s asleep. 


Chapter End Notes 


Tommy's taking the final victory on a technicality here because Techno isn't willing to 
start a whole fight about "Technically you were asleep so timeout doesn't count" He got 


to cuddle a sleepy pup so honestly he's counting it as a victory for himself. Either way, 
no matter who won this battle, I think we can all guess the outcome of the war. 


I also want to note that Wilbur doesn't think that Techno and Phil would actually hurt 
him or Tommy but Tommy was kind of flooding the bond with that sort of fear and 
Wilbur was feral like a month ago so he wasn't really in a position to hold that back. 


End Notes 


Tommy "Become Ungovernable" Innit learning that he is not going to go off into the sunset 
with Wilbur to be lawless vagabonds and tha6t he managed to be un-adopted for 0.5 seconds 
max before he was adopted by TWO new dads. [suprised pikachu face] 


Hope you enjoyed! 


Things that will get your comment deleted: 
1) Pointing out typos and grammar shit. I do not care, I've got dyslexia, I get all the stuff out 
that I can, just live with it. 


2) Talking about how you don't like the content of a fic. You are free and welcome to use the 
back button if you don't like the fic, I encourage it, but I don't want to hear about how you 
dislike it. I wrote this for me, you guys get to read it because I'm nice. These are comments, 
not reviews. 


3) Asking me to write other stuff. I have never taken requests and I likely won't ever do so. I 
write what I want to. Included in this is asking for more of a fic, that's not motivating, its just 
annoying. 

3.1) This includes stuff like "oh here's an idea/theory I had about this thing" I know you may 
not intend the comment that way, but it reads to me like "you should write this" 


4) Comments about rape or suicide. I really shouldn't have to say this, but here we are. Unless 
there is suicide in the themes of a fic, I don't want to hear it, and I never want to hear about 
rape. Ever. Or sexual content in general, thanks. Nothing I ever write is intended to be read as 
sexual, everything is strictly platonic. 


5) No trauma dumping. I am not your therapist, I am a stranger on the internet I do not need 
or want to know the stuff you have going on 


6) No yelling at the characters. They are characters. they cannot hear you. Angry comments 
even if they aren't directed at me are no fun and I don't like them. 


You can find me on tumblr at technobladesbasement 


I love that I inspire people, but I don' t love seeing my stuff being copied. Even if you're a 
new writer, you are so capable of coming up with wonderful ideas and writing amazing fics! 
Being able to take inspiration without taking the idea is a vital skill everyone needs to 
develop, or you will get in trouble later on 

I know inspriation vs. theft can be a confusing thing but here's how I see it: 


Tropes: free game, nobody owns tropes. Writing a supernatural foster Au like Diaspora's 
Blue? go hogwild my friend, no need to mention me or link the fic. If it *was* inspired by 
DB and you want to link it then of course feel free! 


Premise: If you want to write an AU where Tommy is a raccoon street kid and Wilbur is an 
avian who is about to manifest and Tommy has Authority Figure Issues who breaks in to 
"rescue" Wilbur, I would like to be mentioned. Also, please try to change it up a bit, don't one 
for one copy it. Maybe you can have Tommy also be an avian, or maybe Techno interrupts 
the party, something. Add your own ideas, add in some different elements. Make it unique, 
then it's more fun for everyone! 


Wordlbuilding: If you see a neat worldbuilding element that you wanna use? Cool, enjoy, but 
again, it was my idea, don't go around saying that it's yours. I work hard on my 
worldbuilding, it's not fun when someone takes it and says it's theirs. 


The Actual Words I Wrote: No. Literally I have already written that. Use new words, in a 
new order. 


In short, the more things your fic has in common with my fic, the more I would like to have 
at least a mention. And if you're just copying my actual words then...don't? Please? 


Look, at the end of the day, I can't stop you from not crediting me, and I'm not willing to send 
a shitton of people to harass you. At most you'll get either me or some friends requesting that 
you give me credit, and then I'll send a ticket in to the AO3 team if it's bad enough. 


Again, I love inspiring people, but give me credit, and change things up! That's the fun of 
writing an idea inspired by someone else! Taking it in a new direction, or adding your own 
elements, having a bunch of fics that are all the same is boring, diversity in ideas is awesome. 


If you have to question if it’s too close to the original or feel the need to ask me, then it’s too 
close 


Being an inspiration brings me joy, but having my ideas stolen makes me sad and 
unmotivated to give you guys more fics. Nobody wants that. 


I love comments but I am shit at replying to them because I have so much anxiety. So much. 
but I love all comments regardless and I thank everyone who leaves me one, they brighten 
my day 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


